with mans fworne Spaufe < fetnor thy Swect-hcar^on 
proud array. Tow's a cold* 
Lut m What haft ihpu bin? 

£dg t A Semingmao > Proud in heart/and mincle; that 
curl'd my hairc, wore Clones in my cap j feru*d the Lnfl 
of my Miftns heartland did thea&cof darkeneflc jprich 
her. S wore a* many Oathcs.as I fpakc words, & broke 
them in the fwece face of Heauen. One, thatflcpt in the 
comrieingafLuft, and ^ik <ko doe;hv Windou'dl 
deerely , Dice dee rely ; in Woman, out-Pararoour'd 
theTurkc, Falfe of heart, hght of eart^ bloody of band ;j 
Hog ip flothjFoxc in fical>i., Wolfe in greedinefie, Dog 
in madncSj Lyon in prey .Let not the creaking of fhoocs, 
Nor thtffltirtling of Silkcs, betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man.. Kccpe thy foote out of Brothel?, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the 
foule Fiend* Still through theHauthonie blow w the 
cold winde ;Saycs fuiirf), niun^nonnyjDolphin my Boy, 
Boy Stfey : jet him wpx$y+ Storme fitlL 

Lear. Thou wcrt better in a Grauc* then to anfwerc 
with thy vncouer'd body, this extremitie of the Skies, Is 
man no more then this-? Qonfidcr him well. Thou ow a ft 
the WormenoSilke ; the Beaft, no Hide \ the Sheepe.no 
Woo,ll;tfhsCat, no pcrftime. Ha? Here's three on's arc 

.fophifticsted, Thoa ai.t the thing it Iclfcj vnaccorotno- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore> bare, forked A* 
nimalias thouart, Off, off you Leiid^gs ; Comc,vn- 

: button he^rc, 

; Enter Glmqsfier, with a Torch. 
Foole. Prythcc Nunckle be contented, *tls a naughtic 
: night ro-fwimme in/ Now a litticfire ina wildef ield, 
warlike: art old Letcher^hearr,* fmall fpark, all the reft 
on's body, cold : Loofce 3 heere comes a walking fire* 

Edg* This is the foale Flibbertigibbet j hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkesat firft Cocke ; Heegiuesthc Web 
and the Pin, (quints the eye, and makes the Hare Jippe ; 
\ Mildewcs the white Whcace s and hurts she poore Crea- 
ture of earth, 

Smtb&ld footed thrice the old. 
He met the Night- Ma re,and her nine-fold j 
Bid her alight* and her troth-plight. 
And atoync thee Witch, aroynt thee, 
Kent. How fares your Grace? 
Lear? -What's he.? . - 
Kent. Who's there ? Wbatis't you fcekc? 
Ghn, What are you there ? Your Names ? 
£dg> Poore Tom, that eatcs the fwtmming Frog, the 
Toad,.the Tod-pole, the walLNeut, and the water aKac 
in the fune of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung foi: Sallcts ; fwallcwes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge \ drinkes the green Mantle of she ftanding 
Poole : who is wbipt from Tyihing to Tything, and 
ftockvpHnifli'd.and imprifon'd ■ who hath three Suites 
to his t ackc, fixe fmrts to his body ; 

H^rie to ridc a and weapon to weare ; 
Da* Mice, and Rats,and fuch final! Dcare, 
Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long ycare ; 
Beware my Follower, Peace Siflulkin,peace thou Fiend. 
Glen. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 
Edg. The Pi nice o fDarkeneffe is a Gentleman, M&i& 
he's call'd, and CM&btt m 

qkv 9 X)UT fiefli and blood, my Lord, isgrownefo 
yilde, that it doth hate what gets it* 
Eigi Poore Tom s a cold. 
Glen, Go in with mc ; my duty cannot fuffcE 


T^obefin all your daugh t ?^ m 
Though their ImundjQQ be to b«nepjv" d 00 ' 
And let this Tyrannous night take hol/vpon^ 
Yet hauc I ventured to come feeke you out 
And bring^you where both fire, 4 ndfapd ^ , 
teAr 4 Firft let me talke with this Phile^ 1 ^ !!, 


What is the caufe of Thunder ? 


ilofopher 


. Kent, Good my Lord take hii offer ^ " 
Gohitoth'houfe. J - 

Lear. ]k talke a word with this fame kmed tl.i 
What isyourfludy? ■ 

«4f- How toprcucnt the Fiend, and to kill v^- 
Lear. Let me askeyou one word in priuate ^ 
Itmt* Importune him once more to do y&* i * 
His wits begin t'vnfcttlc. >°^^rd, 
git*. Canft thou blame him? 

He (sid it would be thus ; pocie broifcAan ■ ' 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, lie tell the^ u ■ , 
I am almoft mad my fclfc. I had a SonnT hleai 
Now ouclaw'd ftom my blood : ieibiujht m« U 
But lately: very late : Uou'J him (Erieadl ' 
No Father his Sonne deerer : true t ° eel] ih tc 
The grcefehath cta^'d my W i ts . What a night's tbio 
J do beteech your grace. 8 ' 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Ph ilofopher, your company, 

Edg, Tom's a cold. 

Gim, In feliow ti^mto chHofid,k«p i^ mm 

Lear. Come 5 letsinall. 

Kent. This way,my Lord. 

Zrwr, With. him \ 

kcepe ftill with my Phi!ofopher fl 

Kent. Gooci my Lord, Tooth him ; 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Glm. Take him you oin 

Kent. Sirra^ come on: go along wkhvi. 

Lear 9 Come, good Athenian* 

CJlm t No w^ords.no wordsjhufli, 

fdg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower capfi 
Hi sword was frill, fie, foh, and fummc, 
I fencll the blood of a Brjctjflhman. Exmt 



Enter Cornwfi!LandEdmwd> 
Ctm t I will bane pray reucnge,crc J depan.hisJioufc 
Ttafi. How my L^rd, I may beccnfmed 3 that Nature 
thuegjucs way to Loyahie, fotnahmg feares mee to 
thinkeof* 

Cortm m I nowperceiue, it was noc altogether your 
Brothers euill difpofitionrriadchim fceke his death: but 
a prouoking merit let a- worke by a reprouable badneiTe 
inhimfelfe, 

*B#fi 9 How malicious is my fortune, that I n^ufl re- 
pent to be iuft ?This is the Lecterwhich hcefpoak^of; 
which approues him an intelligent panic to.the aduanra- 
ges of France, O Heauens ] that this Treafon were pot; 
or not I the dete&or. 

forw 4 Go withmetOEheDutchefl^i 
Maji, If the matter of this paper be certain, you haue 
mighty bufineffe in hand. 
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C$rn*r True or falfe^lt hath made thee E3 rle ofGlou- 
ce fter 1 f ce ke OLlc where thy Father is, that hee may bee 
a iy for our apprehenfipp. 

B#fi. If 1 finde him ^comforting the King, fc will ftuffe 
l^fjlpicion more fully. I will perfeuer its my courfe of 
kofiftyi though the conffift be fore betweene that, 3nd 
jyjy bloods ;j 

forte 1 "will lay truft'i'pGn thee : and thou fliah finde 
adecre Father in my ;loue* . 


Exemt. 


Seem SextdZ 


Enter Kent, irndGfoxccfter* 

Glm. Bem is better thtn the- open ayre.cake: it rbank- 
0yt I will pcece outthe common mzh what addition I 
c ati s I will not be long feomiy ou , S# 

Kent, Allthepowreofhi5\'; , it? J haiJCgiuenwa.ytohis 
^patience ; the God« reward your kindncfle. 

Enter Lear) Edgar i&ndFoble. 

Edg* Frttermto cals me, and cells n>e Nereis &x\ Ang- 
[ertnihe Lake of Darkncffe :pray Innocenr, and beware 
E be foule Fiend. 

Fwk* Pry thee Nunkle tell me^wh ether a madman be 
aGetulemanjOr a Yeoman. 

L?fir* AKing.aKing, 

fWf. No, he T s a Yeoman, that ha's 3 Gentleman i to 
hit Sonne : for hee T s a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him, 

Lmr^ To haue a thoufand with red burning fpitt 
Come hizzing in vpon s em, 
£dg. Bleffe thy fiue wits* 
Kent* O piety : Sir^ where is the patience now 
That you fo oft haue boafted to retaine ? 

gig* My te ares begin to take his part fomuc!^ 
Tbey fcarre my countcrfetting* 

Lear. The little dogges, and all 5 
Trey, Blanch^nd S weeVneart : fee, rhcy barkeat me* 

$g m Tom, will thf ow his head at them : Auaumyou 
Curres, be thy mouth or btacke or white : 
Tooth that poyfons if it bite : 
Maftiffe } Grey-hound a Moiigrill,Grim, 
Hound or Spaniel! > BrachejOr Hym : 
OrBobcaile tight, orTroudle taile^ 
Tom will make him weep e and wailt, 
For with throwing thiis roy head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatched all are fled, 
Ddidesdetdc t fefe ; Come, march to Wake* and Payees, 
And Market Townes t poore Torn thy home is dry* 

Ls$r. Then let them Anatomise 'J\egan ; Sec what 
breeds about her heart., h there any came in Nature that 
make thefe hard-hearts* Yon fir, I enteruinefor one of 
my hundred ;on!y,I do not like the faftiionofyour gar- 
ment*, You will fay they are Perfian; but let them bee 
changed, 

Emer Giofter. 

Kent. Now good my Lordjyc heere^and renVa^hile. 
Lear. Make no noife, make no noife^ draw the Cur- 
tames : fojfojWeel go to S upper i'riVmorning* 
Fooler And He go to bed a? noone, 
G/m Come hither Friend : 
Where is the King my Mafter? " 
Kent. Here Sir^but trouble him not,his wits are gon. 


CIoh. Good friend] I pry thee take him in thy arnieV$ 
I haue ore- heard a plot of death vponbim: 
There is a Litter ready j lay him in s c, 
And driue coward Douei friend! where rheu flifclt hieere 
Both welcome, and proteflion, Take vp thy Mafrcrj 
IfthottfhouId'lTdaily halfeah houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand inaffured loffe, Take vp f take vp, 
And follow me, that will to feme prouifion 
Giuethe$quickecondu<5K Come^cooie^way. Excffli 



Emer Cermpall, Regan % G^mriU^ B&fl&rd y - 
mdSeruAtttt r < ' 
Corn. Pofte fpcedily to my Lord your husband; flrcw 
!iia ihss Letter, the Army of France is landed : feckeout 
the Traitor Glouften 
Keg. Hang him mftand^. 
Cm. Plucke orchis eyes, 

C&m* Leaue h im to my d i fpl eafurci Edmond; kecpe 
you our Sifter company : the reuenges wee are bound to 
lake vpponyuur Traitorous Father, .. aie not firfor your 
beholding. Aduice the Duke where you are going, rca 
moft fefttu ate preparation : we are bound to thelike.Our 
Poflc*;flvalI befw]ft,2nci intelligent betwixt ys/- Fare- 
well deere Siftcfj fare well my Lord of Gloufter* 

Enter Snward, 
HoW now ? Where's theKmg f 

Stew. My Lord ofGloufierlutli coniiey*d him hence 
Some flue or iix and thirty of his Knights 
BotQLjefttfSa after him, met him acgatc f 
Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependant^ 
Are gone with hicn toward Douerj where they boaft 
To haue well armed Friends* 

Com* Get horfes for your Miff ris* 

Gon* Farewell fweet Lord^and Sifler. Exit 

Com. Sdmmd farewell : go feek the Traitor Gloftcr, 
Pinnion him like aTheefe^ bring hina before vs ; 
Tticugh well we may not pa{frvpon his life 
Without the forme ofluftke : yet our power 
Shall do aairt'fietoour wrarh s which men 
May blame, but not cdmptrolL 

Enter Glomefitr^d Strttmtf* 
Who's there? the Traitor? 

Keg, lngtatefu|IFox/mhe» 

Com* Binde faft his corky armes* 

Vim. What meaner your Graces ? 
Good my Friends confider you are ojy Ghcfti ; 
Do me no foule play,Fricnds ff 

Com, Binde hirn I fay. 

Reg. Haid^hard rO filthy Traitor a 

Glm. Vnmeuifu'l Lady^syo^ar^Vmcuiiriic* 

Corn, To this Chairs binde him, 
Viltainc, tl>ou (halt finde* 

GUu t By the kinde GodSj, 'tis moft ignobly dQ^iC 
To pluckcmeby the Beard, 

I{eg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

<jion. Naughty Ladie, 
Thefe haires which thou doft rauifh from my chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee, I am your Hoft } 
With Robbers han4^ my hofpitablefauours 

You 
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